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UNIFORM GIRLS 2 


EARLY 
MORNING 
CALL 


Last night had been a restless one for Melinda, toss- 
ing and turning for hours in the sure knowledge that 
come 06.30 the following morning she would be 
receiving the come-uppance that had been promised 
by Mr Hyams the previous evening. 

She remembered with a shudder the smile on his face 
as he informed her that she would be punished. What 
form that punishment would täke,-Melinda could only 
guess, but one thing was for sure: she wasn’t going 
to enjoy it! 

Pulling on long white knee socks and buttoning her 
strapover shoes, she slipped quietly up to the end of 
the little four-bed dormitory and looked for the hook 
marked ‘Punishment Smock.’ There it was, the creas- 
ed black T-shirt which, she was relieved to discover, 
fell below her bottom. She pondered on how many 
other girls, before her, had nervously pulled on the 
self-same smock in readiness for a beating. She had 
seen Debbie in it only yesterday. 

Quickly, Melinda pushed a brush through her blonde 
hair, and slid two grips into place to hold it back off 
her face. Finally, a pair of plain white cotton knickers 
slid up her legs, and she was ready. 

06.20. She mustn’t be late. Quietly, she opened the 
door and trod softly down the corridor and up the steep 
stairs to the empty rooms above. The butterflies in her 
stomach were fluttering in earnest now, the dryness 
of her mouth uncomfortable. 

The stair creaked behind her, and she turned sud- 
denly. No-one. Her watch was back by her bed, and 
she cursed her silliness in leaving it behind. Reaching 
the landing, she sat on the stool outside the rooms and 
waited. And waited. And waited. It seemed like hours. 
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It gave her overwrought imagination 
another chance to speculate on the 
punishment she might receive. 

‘Stand up, girl!’ The loud voice took 
her by surprise, and she jumped to her 
feet. 

urn round and kneel on the stool, 
and lift that shirt right up. Quickly now!” 

She caught sight of the long length of 
leather hanging from his hand, and shud- 
dered again. The leather brushed against 
her thighs as he crossed and fitted his 
thumbs into the tband of her 
underwear. The protecting fabric slid 
suddenly off her bottom and down to 
mid-thigh. Her bareness felt all the worse 
in the cold chill of the early morning, the 
bare bulb making her flesh paler than it 
actually w 

“Stand up!" ` he snapped. 

She could not prevent herself half- 
turning to steal another look at the wick- 
ed strap still dangling, eager to wrap 
itself around her soft nether regions. 

“Face front!’ 

She could feel, even if she could not 
see, his eyes scanning her buttocks and 
thighs. She wondered what conclusions 
he was drawing. 

‘Turn round!’ 

She faced the man who would shortly 
be thrashing her. It was not Mr Hyams. 
Her face registered surprise. 

‘Mr Hyams has asked me to stand in 
for him this morning, as he is unwell. 
Melinda, isn’t it?’ 

“Yes, sir,’ she confirmed. 

‘Punishment for insolence, yes?’ 

“Yes, sir.’ 

‘Had the strap before?” 

‘I’ve never had anything before, sir.’ 

‘Ah. I see. Lift your shirt up. Right up, 
that’s it.” 

He nodded as her firm breasts hove in- 
to view, the gir]’s reluctance obvious as 
she stood there awkwardly, not sure of 
where to look. Her eyes were drawn 
again to the strap. 

‘I would say then, Melinda, that this 
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beating is long overdue. Wouldn’ t you?’ 

‘I suppose so, sir, but... 

“Bend over and touch your toes,’ he 
snapped. 

Melinda had no choice but to obey, 
and her eyes swivelled round as he walk- 


ed behind her. He stood there for some 
minutes contemplating her posture. He 
smiled: a thin smile with no humour. A 
smile of grim satisfaction of the job to 
be done. Mr Hyams’ illness was for- 
tuitous indeed. But Mr Hyams had also 
been very specific about the strap. No 
more than six of the best, he had said. 


So why use the strap at all? This girl 
would have to do as she was told, and 
a more intimate form of contact would 
both increase the pleasure of the task and 
prolong the period of her discomfort. A 
spanking. That was it. Bare bum, over 
his knee. 

“You're lucky, Melinda. I'm in a good 
mood this morning. You're going to get 
the spanking of your life, but Ill let you 
off the strap this morning." 

“Oh, thank you sir.’ She meant it, the 
silly girl. But she hadn't had the spank- 
ing yet! 


‘Stand up.’ The T-shirt slid down to 
cover her bare posterior. He sat down on 
the stool, and patted his lap. She took the 
two steps necessary to reach him. and 


lowered herself gingerly over his lap. 
The T-shirt ascended with a vigorous 
tug, baring her once more, knickers still 
flying at half-mast. 


He laid his hand gently onto her right 
cheek and felt its warmth and softness. 
She felt the hard patches of skin on his 
fingers as he gently stroked her rump. 
He slapped softly, and the flesh quivered 
satisfyingly. Gripping her waist firmly 
with his left hand, he raised the other and 


brought the palm down fast and hard to 
smack vigorously a left 
rked, but was silent. 
, to the right buttock this 

time. 
Melinda’s spanking started as it was 
meant to continue. Hard, and slow. Each 


smack stinging in its impact, her flesh 


quickly changing hue from pale cream 
to blushing pink to deep crimson, the af- 
fected area spreading by the minute. She 
felt sure that the sound of her punishment 
could be heard by others in the building, 
despite their remoteness and the early 
hour. 


He had got into his rhythm now, the 
tattoo of blows building in intensity and 
speed, until her hands left the floor and 


flew behind to protect her from the 
onslaught. He simply grabbed her wrists 
and forced the protesting arms up her 
back, the spanking continuing unabated. 
Suddenly, it stopped. 

‘Lift off my knee a moment.’ She 
pushed herself up on hands and toes, and 


felt the T-shirt slide inexorably, reveal- 
ingly, up her back until her breasts 
tumbled free. Once again, she felt his 
hand slide round to grip her waist, an 


Melinda finally walked down the stairs 
again, and slipped into her bed, the 
the blistering, burning punishment began Punishment Smock returned to its hook 
again as fit had ee stopped. by the door, her sullenly glowing bottom 
It was at least twenty minutes before  Vident round the lower edge of her 
knickers. Lying in bed, she cried silent- 

ly. The sun was just rising. 


MONITORS DUTY 


The long summer day, humid and 
sticky, has at last begun to lose it’s heat 
as twilight settles over the grounds and 
uneven rooflines of The Grange. At the 
foot of the main staircase, in what is 
known as the ‘front building’, a clock, 
high up on the wall opposite the stairs, 
stands at twenty-seven minutes past nine. 
From the direction of the darkening east 
wing, comes the thin sound of sporadic 
whistling, tuneless for the most part, and 
drawing slowly nearer; and now, from 
the first floor, the patter of hurrying feet 
echoes softly around the lofty entrance 
hall. 

A girl appears suddenly at the top of 
the stairs and comes skittering rapidly 
down them, her blonde hair bouncing, 
and she scampers across the black and 
white marble tiles which pave the hall, 
to a cupboard which is set back into an 
alcove. She stops in a fluster before the 
cupboard, her hands at the waistband of 
her skirt, unclipping and unzipping, with 
time clearly pressing; she turns her head, 
her hands stilled, as the whistling begins 
again, now much nearer. Her eyes, blue 
in a pale, pretty face, do not leave the 
gloomy corridor that leads to the east 
wing, but her fingers find her skirt's zip 
again, then she stoops and the skirt slips 
down her legs, together with her 
knickers, 

She straightens up with the two 
garments in her hand; she yanks open the 
cupboard door and bundles them inside. 
She stands on tip-toe, trying to see onto 
the high top shelf, her bare legs firm and 
muscle-taut, one black-shoed foot lifting 
as she straiñs upward, her blouse pull- 
ing up, tight across her breasts, her navel 
just exposed. 

The whistling again, very close, and 
then the scuff of shoes against the mar- 
ble tiles as Briggs catches sight of the 
half-naked girl and stops in his tracks: 

The girl comes down off her toes, pull- 
ing a small white bundle from the shelf, 
and she turns, wide-eyed, towards the 
portly, heavy-jowelled figure standing no 
more than five yards from her. 

“Well, well — ° the words ring gently 
in the hallway; the girl’s hands drift 
automatically across to hide the plump 
swell of her pubes behind the white bun- 
dle; one knee turns in and she presses her 
thighs close together; she bites her lower 
lip in anguish at being discovered so. 

“What's this, then? eh? Shouldn’t you 


be at the side door by now, young lady?” ` 


Briggs takes a pace towards her, then 
another, a grin spreading across his un- 
shaven face, his whole posture full of 


menace. The girl gulps quietly. 

“Yes — I — I'ma bit late, actually —’ 
Her hands twist at the bundle and her 
knee slides a fraction further across it's 
neighbour. 

‘I should think you was, my girl — ° 
Briggs stares lewdly at her nakedness, 
up, down, down again. He rubs the back 
of his hand across his chin with a faint 
rasp of stubble. His eyes brighten. “Well 
— he says, at length, ‘— you better get 
on with it, 'adn't you.” 

Cheeks pinkening, the girl stands on 
tip-toe again, her eyes leaving Briggs for 
no longer than absolutely necessary as 
her hand scrabbles about on the top shelf. 
At last she gives up her search and turns 
warily towards the watcher, her little 
bundle carefully interposed between his 
gaze and what he would like to catch a 
glimpse of. Briggs stares at her with an 
enquiring expression on his round face, 
until she seems to feel obliged to offer 
an explanation. 

“They — don’t seem to be there,” she 
says, her voice small, her pink cheeks 
clearly to be seen now, even in the 
gathering gloom. 

‘What ain't there?” says Briggs, still 
staring. 

‘The — the — bottoms’ Neither 
knickers nor shorts, really. ‘Bottoms’ 
Briggs steps forward, grinning again. 
Taller, he can just reach what the girl has 
been looking for, right at the back of the 
shelf. He contrives to keep it hidden 
behind his back as he shakes his head. 

‘Nope — don't seem to be here.” He 
shrugs, still grinning. “You'll just ‘ave 
to do as you are, won't you.’ He glances 
up at the clock. ‘And you'd better be 
quick about it.’ The girl, too, looks at 
the clock; nine thirty; already she is fif- 
teen minutes late! She looks at Briggs, 
then again at the clock. The hands 
holding the white bundle protectively in 
front of her move reluctantly. She turns 
sideways and puts the bundle quickly on 
to a shelf in the cupboard, then, with an 
embarrassed glance at the amused 
Briggs, she begins to unbutton her 
blouse. 

The blouse joins her skirt and knickers 
in the cupboard. Hot-cheeked, she elects 
to turn away from the staring eyes, bare 
bottom being marginally less humiliating 
to leave open to Briggs’ lascivious gaze 
than tits and pubic hair. The white bun- 
dle is snatched up and shaken out, all in 
one panic-stricken movement, then she 
tugs it over her head, struggling into it, 
breasts bobbing and swinging. She wrig- 
gles it down over her breasts as far as 


it will go — which is not very far. In- 
deed, it is cut so high that the soft under- 
fullness of each breast can still be seen 
when she turns to close the cupboard 
door, avoiding Briggs’ piercing glance, 
red-faced and trembly-lipped. She hides 
her pubes again as she turns to Briggs; 
she has to ask, though she hates asking 
anything of him. 

“You — you won't tell, will you? 
Please — if he doesn’t already know, you 
won't say I was late — will you?’ Briggs 
grins again. 

‘I might — or I might not. We’ll "ave 
to see.’ He stares fixedly at the single 
word printed across the girl’s chest, 
‘Monitor’, in capital letters, and in par- 
ticular at the little holes rough-cut in the 
centres of the ‘O's’. ‘And ain't you 
forgotten something, by the way?’ 

The girl bites her lip again, embarrass- 
ment heightening the blush in her cheeks. 
With fumbling fingers she wangles one 
pert, tratoriously-erecting nipple into 
each of the holes; they stick out, seem- 
ingly proud to have been included in the 
conversation, and Briggs’ grin widens. 

‘Ere —’ He produces the ‘bottoms’ 
from behind his back. ‘P’raps you'd bet- 
ter ‘ave these after all.’ He laughs at the 
frustrated look in her eyes; she snatches 
the bottoms, forgetting for a moment to 
hide behind her hands, and she wangles 
one foot then the other into them, yank- 
ing them up then turning to flee down the 
corridor of the west wing, her shoes 
‘shushing’ against the tiles and the bot- 
toms’ tapes clutched in her hand. 

“Push bar to open.’ The door clatters 
aside; outside she shoves it almost shut 
and stands on the top step of four; the 
air, fresher now, is cool on her body as 
she looks frantically into the gloom in 
case he should have come along already, 
and have noticed that she was not at her 
post on time. She can see nothing of him; 
she pulls the waist tapes tight and ties 
them in a neat bow just under her belly- 
button, looking away along the path in 
the direction from which he will probably 
come, then she reaches behind her and 
passes a third tape forward between her 
legs, then up over the plump mound at 
the apex of her thighs, up under the waist 
tape and then back down again. Back bet- 
ween her legs, then up to loop over the 
waist tape. A sound along the path! The 
girl freezes, her face catching the light 
from the simple naked lamp above her 
head as she listens, and looks. But it 
seems to be nothing. 

The ‘bottoms’ are already tight around 
her bum, the worn material stretched taut 
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across her bottom-cheeks; she pulls up 
on the tape and it slips snugly between 
her firm, round buttocks, pulling the 
‘bottoms’ even more closely across the 
shape of her bum. At the front, the up- 
and-down tape has cinched in either side 
of her plump pubic swell. She ties the 
tape off around the waist-tape at the back 
and then stands up straight, hands by her 
sides, her eyes seeking nervously along 
the path. 

She waits. Then, unlikely after so hot 
and sunny a day, a faint drizzle of rain 
begins, dampening the bare skin of her 
arms and legs and spangling her hair, the 
reflection of the overhead lamp catching 
the rain-drops and making them sparkle. 
It is almost dark now. 

Still she waits. She slips a finger under 
one of the tapes and eases it a fraction 
to one side, from where it has trespass- 
ed into the cleft of her pubes. Either side 
of where the ‘bottoms’ dive down and 
tuck in between her thighs at her pubes, 
the crease-line of the tops of her legs is 
just visible, the ‘legs’ having been cut so 
as to emphasise the brevity of fit. The 
material sits fairly close to her hips, yet 
a two-inch slit at the side of either leg 
gives the ‘bottoms’ a slight suggestion of 
looseness that delineates the form 
beneath even more sharply than would 
have been the case had they been tight 
against the girl's skin. Behind, the 
cheeky under-curves of her buttocks are 
half-naked where the ‘bottoms’ cut up 


diagonally across her bum-cheeks either 
side of the tight-tape-emphasised 
bum-crease. 

Still she waits. Her nipples stiffen to 
prominent rigidity as the night air wafts 
over them, their pushy impudence adding 
misplaced punctuation to the lettering 
which swells gently across the upper 
roundnesses of each of her breasts and 
swoops into the dip between. 

She stares out into the darkness, into 
the thin drizzle, and she begins to cry, 
quietly, snottily, miserably. Her head 
droops forward — she sees her pink, de- 
fiantly erect nipples poking lewdly 
through the holes; she feels the tapes up 
between her bottom-cheeks, dividing, 
plumping her bum out, presenting it as 
an object of lasciviousness, as a full, 
round handful on either side, as a target. 
A target for a swishy, squeal-making 
cane or a tear-starting strap. And in 
front, white tape-outlined, swelling soft- 
ly, ripely, that other place to which at- 
tention will inevitably be drawn by the 
very nature of her dress. Attention 
drawn, and intention directed; that, 
though, for later — after ‘Monitoring 
Duty’ has been done, and her bottom has 
been caned and she has been sent to stand 
beside her bed in her little room on the 
top floor until after lights out. 

She cries because she is nineteen and 
in her first year at University, and she 
shouldn't be here at all, save for force 
of implacable circumstances. She weeps 


because her pert, out-thrust bottom has 
only twice in her life felt, and flinched 
under, the smarting stimulus of a 
smooth-soled gym slipper, and has only 
once been made to squirm, and then with 
frantic energy, in response to the more 
chastening lick of a purpose-designed 
strap, an inch and a half wide and 
perfectly suited to it's task, that of leav- 
ing plump, late-teenage bottoms rosily- 
striped and hot and tender and trembly- 
stinging, as a lesson in humility to their 
youthful owners. Two slipperings, then, 
and one admittedly sound strapping; 
hardly sufficient, some might have 
thought, fully to have exploited the 
pleasure-potential to those appreciative 
of such things, of a bottom so delightfully 
saucy and full-cheeked and very 
provocatively-proportioned; not enough, 
perhaps, except that Rachel's two slip- 
perings and one strapping have been re- 
cent experiences — indeed, have occur- 
red only since she has been here, and she 
has been here only two days. 

And two days ago, Rachel had been a 
virtual innocent in the yielding up of that 
other potential for pleasure-giving that at- 
tractive girls of her age inevitably posses: 
but that was two days ago. In two days, 
she, and the other girls here, have learn- 
ed much. 

Rachel stands under the lamp in the 
rain and thinks of all that has happened, 
to her and to others, in two days; she 
thinks, and she weeps some more. 


13 


HARSH REALITY 


‘Girl!’ The tall woman spoke in clear 
measured tones, though the sibilance of 
her voice whispered in echoes around 
the bare gaunt room. Jennifer stood in 
front of her, her hands clenched behind 
her back, and then to her front, until 
she was told, quietly but firmly, to place 
them at her side. ‘What did you enter 
this establishment wearing?’ Jennifer 
tried to find her voice. ‘Well?’ The 
woman waited. ‘...jeans...and a tee- 


shirt...and....’ The list petered out. ‘And 
what else?’ Jennifer pouted, embarrassed 
and reluctant to talk. *...socks.. 

The woman stepped towards her, turn- 
ing her, propelling her forwards agains 
the simple wooden table. A firm hand 
pressed down against the girl's back, 
pushing her over and down across the 
table-top. “You were wearing knickers, 
weren't you? Silly transparent flimsy 
knickers. They hardly covered this fat 
round bottom of yours.’ Jennifer felt a 
sharp finger prod at her bottom-flesh 
just below the dreadful regulation pants 
she had been made to wear. The woman 
continued. ‘When you arrived and I had 
taken your...your trousers away from 
you, most of your bottom was bare and 
uncovered.’ She leaned forward slightly, 
lifted up one leg of the pants and tugged 
them upwards, exposing the roundness 
of one bare bottom-cheek. She slapped 
its wobbly expanse, the loud im- 
pact echoing around the bare walls 
‘Such attire speaks of flippancy and wa 
toness. But if you wish your bottom to 
be bared, we shall certainly oblige.’ 
The woman released her grip on the 
girl, and the pants fell back into place 
‘Stand up. Remain facing the table. I 
shall return to deal with you, later.’ 
nifer stood still, though her limbs were 


footsteps ing the room. The door 
closed with a precise Suddenly, 
tears welled up in the young woman's 
he reached behind her, touching 
the reddened patch of bottom-flesh, tug- 
ging the pants downwards slightly, try- 
ing to make them feel more comfortable. 
The first hours here at the establishment 
had been so dreadful. Of course, most of 
the other students had left. For al 
tents and purposes the place was closed. 
r and most erienc- 
s of staff had been retained. 
To deal with Jennifer and a few others. 
what they'd told her. "We 
are rema 
quested, to deal with you.’ 1 
made her stand in the centre of the 
room and then they had undre: 
isting that she removed her tight fad- 
nd her tee-shirt, and then 
even her bia and her knickers. “We are 
very experienced at dealing with intran- 
¡gent girls.’ They had warned her, as 
she stood there, naked. Later, they had 
made her dress. ‘No brassiere.’ the 
woman had ordered. But they had let 
her slip into her tee-shirt. And then this 


man had produced these awful heav 
pants. They reminded her, immediately, 
of her earliest schooldays, before the 
days of flimsy light-weight elasticated 
panties. These dreadful things were ex 
pansive, and they made her bottom look 
enormous 

They had made her put her hands on 
her head. And then this woman had pro- 
duced some braces, the sort which could 
clip onto any sort of cloth. Firmly, they 
hitched up her baggy pants until they 
were tightly insinuated around her most 
intimate curves; and they were all 
distorted. All-that they did emphasise 
was her bottom. Every wobbly fleshy 
inch of it. Later, much later, the woman 
returned. She was carrying a cane. A 
long thin whippy cane which she swish- 
ed through the air as she talked. ‘I am 
going to cane you, Jennifer. Right across 
your big bare bottom. I am going to 
cane you as hard as I can.’ She tapped 
the very end of the cane against the 
girl's pants. ‘But first we shall talk a lit 
tle about your appalling past behaviour.’ 


Jennifer noticed for the first time that 
someone had provided this dreadful 
woman with some notes about her. The 
woman was looking at them, reading 
them, reminding herself of certain 
details. ‘How many years ago did you 
leave school?’ In the heat and tension of 
the moment, Jennifer honestly couldn’t 
remember. ‘Three years ago, young lady, 
when you were sixteen.’ Once again, the 
tall woman consulted the neat typewrit- 
ten notes. "You left school against the 
vishes of your family, didn’t you?’ Jen- 
r found herself nodding. The woman 
turned the notes towards the girl. ‘This 
a copy of your final school report, 
young lady. It makes appalling reading.” 
The woman began to read through a 
long list of comments listed by the con- 
cerned staff of Jennifer's final school. 
“And what of the dents not mention- 
ed here?’ Jennifer stared back at the 
woman with a genuinely puzzled expres 
sion across her face. ‘We have spoken to 
people who knew you, Jennifer. And 
they have told us all about you 
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With frightened eyes, Jennifer watched 
the woman reach out to pick up the 
cane again. The girl had never seen a 
real cane before. And she had never felt 
it across her big round bottom. ‘You 
were a callous bully at school, weren't 
you?’ It was an accusation, not a ques- 
tion. Jennifer tried to deny it. "You 
bullied the smaller girls, didn't you? 
Laughed at them, didn’t you?’ Jennifer 
had never felt quite so frightened before 
Of course she remembered. But now, 
she couldn't explain why she'd done it 
‘So what makes you so perfect?’ The 
woman pressed a long hard finger into 
the girl's side. The woman grasped the 
taut elasticated braces and pulled them 
back, only to release them. The elastic 
snapped back against Jennifer's right 
breast. ‘Bullies disgust me, young lady.’ 
Once again the woman turned Jennifer 
until she was facing back towards the 
table. She took hold of the girl’s hands, 
raising them, placing them upon that sil- 


ly, childish beret. ‘Keep your hands 
aloft.’ And then the woman unclipped 
those braces. “Yes. | am going to cane 
you, Jennifer. I am going to punish your 
bare bottom. Jennifer shivered as she felt 
the woman's long bony fingers slip 
down under her pants, the knuckles 
pressing against her soft bottom flesh 
And then, so nonchalently, with the ex- 
perience and practice of so many years, 
the woman bared Jennifer's bottom 
‘Repeat after me, young lady...my bot- 
tom is fat..." Poor Jennifer stuttered a 
form of reply. *...And I am going to be 
caned...’ Jennifer's weak voice finally 
‘altered. For the very first time, the 
senior tutor almost lost her poise and 
her patience. ‘My God. You creatures 
are despicable! For all the suffering you 
caused, I am going to cane you!’ 
Without further ceremony, Jennifer was 
placed firmly across the cold wooden 
table. The woman kicked the girl's feet 
apart until she was satisfied with the 
girl's stance. ‘Keep your chest pressed 
flat against the desk, young lady.” 


nifer obeyed, now unable to question 
any order or command. Her bottom pro- 
truded fully, tightly rounded, her le 
parted, perfectly presented 

The cane whistled through the air and 
cracked emphatically right across the 
fullness of both buttocks. Jennifer 
screamed sharply and shrilly. A large 
cold hand prevented her from staggering 
to her feet. Again the cane was raised 
and again it sizzled through the cold air, 
stinging down across the upturned bot- 
tom. Jennifer's bottom wobbled, and she 
squealed loudly. Two angry red 
tramlines snaked dramatically across the 
full width of the girl's bottom. Four 
more times the stick was raised. Never 
‘before had Jennifer experienced such 
pain and humiliation. She wriggled and 
kicked, and demonstrated to the older 
woman that she was simply a naughty 
girl in the guise of a grown young 
woman. 

When finally the woman released her 
grip on the cane, Jennifer was sobbing. 
‘Oh pull yourself together, you silly girl’ 
was the only response. ‘And if you real- 
ly believe you do not deserve this ‘train- 
ing’ we are offering, then you are free 
to leave, at any time.’ The woman took 
hold of the sobbing girl and escorted her 
to the hallway, gripping her firmly by 
the seat of the pants, she propelled her 
forwards towards the main doorway 
"You may leave...Now...If you wish... 
But of course, Jennifer couldn't do that 
Quietly, she turned towards the stair- 
case, and, falteringly, climbed the many 
steps towards the little room which was 
her temporary bedroom. She collapsed, 
face down upon the bedcovers and cried 
into the counterpane. 


IN SHORT 
ORDER 


Annie could feel the draught under the door, the age of 
the house revealed in its gaps like wrinkles on a face. In white 
shorts and sleeveless yellow T-shirt, she was not dressed for 
the coolness of the evening. 

The dress, however, was not voluntary, but compulsory. 
He had specified exactly what she should wear, and the time 
at which she must report. Annie wasn’t even sure if the 


caretaker was allowed to punish her, but the risk of query- 
ing his motives could lead to an even more severe punish- 
ment at the hands of someone in real authority. 

To be caught out once in a day was careless, to be caught 


out twice as she had been was downright foolish. The mild 
caning the caretaker had administered during the 
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thunderstorm in the morning would be as nothing to the 
swishing she expected to receive in a few minutes. 

Not wearing a watch, she wondered whether he had forgot- 
ten. It seemed almost fifteen minutes had passed since she 
had waited outside his workshop. 

She was a pretty girl, dark curls tumbling round attrac- 
tive features. A good bust and a well-proportioned body. 
Sport had kept it trim since leaving school last year. 


Leaving school. And yet here she was being thrashed as 
she would never have been punished at school. Annie hitch- 
ed her shorts down over her bottom, and shifted her weight 
to the other foot. The creaking floorboards of the old house 
announced the caretaker’s impending arrival. He turned the 
corner, and she noticed the crook handle of the cane stick- 
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ing out from behind his back, its thin, punishing tip evident 
on the other side. 

‘Good to see you're on time, lass.’ ‘Ready for yer tann- 
ing, are yer?” 

“Yes, Mr Briggs. But...” 

“Yes?” 

“Does it have to be bare bottom?” 

“Yes it does. No need to be shy with me, seen it all. No 
point in giving you the benefit of no protection, neither. Just 
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makes my job harder.’ 

Annie could think of no intelligent response, and remain- 
ed silent. He didn’t move. 

“How did you find your last tanning?” 

“Not too bad, sir...” 

“Well, this one’ll be a bit harder, I can tell you.’ 

*Errr....are you going to cane me here?’ came the ner- 
vous question. 

“Yes...lock the door and we won't be disturbed. Then let's 


have those little shorts undone, shall we?” 
Looking him in the eye, Annie unzipped the shorts. 
‘Turn around, girl, and take 'em down.” She wriggled and 
pushed the tight fabric over the swell of her rump as he ad- 
mired again the firm roundness of her cotton-covered bot- 
tom. The shorts now rested round her knees. 


‘D'you think you deserve to be tanned?” 

‘Errr, I suppose so Mr Briggs.’ 

“Yes or no.” 

“Yes.” She sensed his irritation. 

‘Then apologise and ask me to do the job.” 

‘There was a pause as Annie figured out what to say. She 
still faced the door, hands.at her side, as she intoned: ‘I’m 


sorry for being disobedient, and I deserve to be punished 
for it, sir.” ê: 

“Ask me to do it, then.’ Finally Annie got the drift. 

‘I apologise for my disobedience, and I request that you 
punish me by caning my bare bottom.’ 

‘That’s better.’ He paused. ‘Hard.’ 

‘Hard,’ Annie repeated. 

‘Now take your knickers down.” 

Annie’s twin half moons were slowly exposed as she pulled 
the cotton knickers down to join her shorts. 

She looked behind her, but he hadn’t moved, the cane still 
gripped between his hands. ‘Shall I bend over, Mr Briggs?’ 

There was another long pause as he considered the request. 
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“No, no...kneel up on that there stool, and stick your bum 
out.” 

He sliced the cane through the air two or three times, and 
Annie saw its vicious curve, eager to release its punishing 
finger across her bare cheeks. The cane continued to quiver 
as he shook his hand menacingly at her. 

“Damn good hiding, that's what you girls need. And that's 
what you're going to get.” 

He lifted his hand and slapped Annie’s right cheek noisi- 
ly, the imprint of his palm swiftly evident. 

Standing at her right hip, he opted for a back-handed 
stance. 

‘Stick it out, girl!’ he bellowed, and Annie hollowed her 
back to present her bare bottom for his attention. 

‘How many am I going to get, sir?” 

“You'll find out soon enough, won't you? You can count, 
I hope?’ 

He laughed wheezily, and coughed. 

Without warning, he spun and lashed the malacca with 


amazing force into the girl’s unprotected rump. Her yell of 
pain bore witness to the effectiveness of his backhand. 
“Well taken,” he admitted. 
Annie’s breathing was laboured. She had barely time to 
think about the burning across her rear before the cane slic- 
ed once more through the air, its arrival prefaced by a low, 


short, humming whirr. 

She gasped. “Christ, that hurts!’ 

“No need for blaspheming,’ he grunted as he paced away, 
slashing the implement through the air in practice strokes, 
before returning to deliver a third and fourth in quick suc- 
cession which made the tears flow, Annie’s shoulders heav- 
ing with sobs as she struggled to hold her uncomfortable posi- 


tion on the stool. 

‘Sit down for a moment, girl.’ Annie climbed off and sat 
with relief on the cool wooden stool, the burning in her bot- 
tom tender even on its smooth surface. But the break was 
not long. 

‘Up you get...four more to come.” 

‘Four? But... 

‘Get up there, and don’t argue, or it'll be six.’ 

Reluctantly, Annie resumed her submissive position, as 
the cane continued its enviable task. 

She caught a movement out of the corner of her left eye, 
and glanced round. The smiling faces of two of her dormitory 
colleagues were glued to the glass frames, unnoticed by Mr 


Briggs, as Annie screamed once more. The glass steamed 
up in a moment as they laughed silently together at Annie's 
discomfort. 


THE PUNISHMENT 
FITS THE CRIME 


Jennifer scurried to the cupboard. On the lowest 
shelf she found the newspapers. She took the top 
few sheets and returned to the adjoining room 
‘On the floor with it.’ The senior tutor pointed at 
the cleanly-swept bare floor. Jennifer stooped 
down and smoothed the newspaper out. ‘Stand on 
it. And on no account move away from it.’ 

The woman read through further notes in 
silence, pacing slowly across the room. Occasional- 
ly she looked up at the girl, standing, waiting, per- 
ched on her little square of newsprint. ‘How did 
you taunt the other girl? The new one? What did 
you call her?’ She stood still, standing face-on to 
the girl, her facial expression demanding a reply 


alled her...Little tits...” Jennifer blushed as she 
confessed, repeating the words she had used as : 
cruel taunt. The woman gave Jennifer a slight 
smile. ‘Then I shall call you big bottom, young 
lady. Now remove your knickers. I wish to deal 
with you, without the obstruction of knickers.’ 
But it wasn’t as simple as that. The woman had 
only mentioned those big shapeless institutional 
pants. ‘Not your braces...’ she directed, as Jennifer 
attempted to remove them. And then she had 
made the girl stand upright, her hand once again 


on her head, while she clipped the braces together, 
right between Jennifer's legs. The girl closed her 
eyes to suffer the indignity, as the ‘V’ of the elastic 


descended from her shoulders, over her breasts, to 
meet in a tight triangle right deep down between 
her legs. She was told to turn round; and the 
awful woman had checked to make sure the elastic 
continued its intimate pathway, right deep down 
between the girl's buttocks, parting the bouncy 
flesh a little. 

‘Big Bottom?’ The woman waited for Jennifer to 
respond to the taunt. Jennifer reacted too late, and 
a firm hand slapped down across one of the girl's 
rounded buttocks. Jennifer gave out an involunt: 
y did you taunt the girl about the 
' The girl shook her head. ‘Perha 
we ought to take a closer look at your own...at- 


dha 


elastic of the braces still stretched tightly across 
her breasts and deep into her very soft, girlish” 
areas. ‘Tits.’ The woman said the word out aloud, 
the sibilance again reverberating around the room. 


tributes...’ From a drawer in the little table on the 
landing, the senior tutor produced a pair of 
scissors. Cruel insensitive hands clutched at the 
girl's cotton tee-shirt, tweaking Jennifer's nipple as 
she pulled the fabric away from her body. With 
two or three deft snips of the scissors, the garment 
was cut. When released from the woman's clut- 
ches, the rough hole exposed Jennifer's right 

br A little dark pink nipple peeped out. 

‘A big bottom with a bare tit,’ commented the 
woman, inspecting it with her long boney fingers. 
“You evil girl.’ Once again, the cane was brought 
into play. This time, the woman ordered Jennifer 
to remain upright, her hands on her head, the 


‘Spell the word for me, Jennifer.’ As the girl pro- 
nounced each letter, the long thin cane whistled 
down in a long sizzling arc, implanting itself deep- 
ly into Jennifer's ample bottom. Just four letters, 
but the girl was sobbing with the pain, before the 
four letters had been spoken. ‘And again, young 
lady..." And once again, she was forced to spell 
out the letters...T...I...T...S...and as each letter was 
heard, the cane cracked down. 

Later, Jennifer had again collapsed across her 
bed, face-down, her tears soaking down into the 
bedclothes. Her bottom had stung so terribly. She 
had massaged it gently with her fingers, feeling the 
ridges raised by the cane. Somehow, she felt so 
totally devoid of feeling. No anger. No bitterness. 
No willingness to argue with that awful domineer- 
ing woman. She just wanted to cr 
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wanted her to leave her poor bottom alone. 
Almost worse than that dreadful prolonged can- 
ing was the senior tutor's promise; that tomorrow 
she would be treated like that disobedient delin- 
quent she appeared to be. Could there be anything 
worse than the cane? Jennifer's slight experience of 
corporal ‘punishment could offer no suggestions. 
Finally, she was able to release herself from the 
pinching restraint of those braces. She stretched 
herself out flat, pressing her body into the soft 
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bedclothes, feeling the blankets and sheets suppor- 
ting her. Later, she sat up, naked, and stared at 
herself in the mirror, looking at her breasts, 
wondering what that woman had thought of them 
That female tyrant had laughed at her; told her 
that her bottom was perfectly contoured for 
punishment; and when Jennifer had threshed her 
legs about, the woman had simply slapped her 
thighs, telling her to control herself. ‘I’m not im- 
pressed, Jennifer. Now behave yourself...’ And 


once again, the thin whippy cane had whistled 
down, implanting itself right across every bare 
inch of her fleshy bottom 

But the punishments were working. In the 
solitude of her room she remembered those few 
days ago, when she had enjoyed the power, and 
she had misused her privileges by taunting the 
other girl. She remembered how she had ‘trapped’ 
a little group of them, and how she had enjoyed 
dealing with them. The power had corrupted her 
She recalled the scene in the senior tutor’s study, 
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ed up two girls and they had bent 
forward across Miss Forsyth’s oak desk. She 
remembered the complexion of the girls’ bottoms 
and their tear-stained faces as they filed out into 
the ante-room, a few minutes’ later, and the 
wonderful sense of satisfaction she had 
experienced 


But now, young Jennifer felt fear. She needed 


her sleep, but there little chance of rest 
Throughout the night hours, the floorboards crea 
ed. She almost expected to be woken, to be told 
to touch her toes for the kiss of the cane. And her 
bottom was still stinging. Once again she ran her 
fingers softly over the twin mounds, counting the 
ridges left by the cane. And in sheer desperation 
she cried once again, promising herself that in the 
morning, she would leave. 


BATHROOM 
SINK DRAMA 


“But you can't, sir!” Melinda protested. 

‘I'm afraid that's where you're wrong, 
young lady. Mr Hyams has given me in- 
structions that you are to be thrashed.’ 

“But the cane!’ 

The spanking the grim-looking man 
had given her that morning was still vivid 


in her memory, and the thought of a_ 


pliable cane being wielded by that same 
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eager hand was a source not so much of 
concern, but of terror. 

“Seven o’clock sharp, Melinda, on the 
landing. Gym kit.’ He turned sharply and 
was gone. 

Melinda pouted. She couldn’t argue. 
What Mr or Mrs Hyams said, was law. 
And if Mr Hyams had said she must be 
thrashed, there was no way out of it. The 


rest of the afternoon passed in nervous 
anticipation. After her sleepness night 
preceding the early morning spanking, 
she was tired and irritable with the other 
girls during the day. 

One of them, Amanda, correctly sur- 
mised the reason for her snappy mood: 
“Going to get our little bum whacked 
again, Melinda? Naughty girls always get 


whacked Melinda. Didn’t the buggers tell 
you that before you were sent here?’ 

‘No they bloody didn’t,’ Melinda 
whined. 

“Well someone must have signed the 
form agreeing to corporal punishment, 
mustn’t they?” 

‘I still don't see why I should get the 
cane.” 

‘Cane...Strap...Paddle...Slip- 


per...they all give you a sore bum, so 
there’s not a lot of difference, really. Just 
a question of degree.” 

‘Oh shut up,” Melinda mumbled, and 
shuffled off to get changed. The gym 
shorts had — rather eccentrically — 
small braces clipped to the waistband. 
The braces tended to be of such tensile 
strength that they hitched the dark blue 
shorts deep into the labial and gluteal 


curves to form a second skin of delightful 
proximity to the original. 

White cotton vest and ankle socks, and 
white shoes, completed the uniform. She 
splashed water on her face and looked in- 
to the mirror. Her eyes looked tired, the 
worry lying behind them evidence of her 
impending trauma. 

The cane. She had never received the 
cane before. But then, prior to that mor- 
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ning, she had never even been 

before. What would it be? Not six 

best, the number she had heard bandied 

round her dormitory? She hadn’t done 

enough to warrant six, surely. But there 

was always talk of ‘The Hyams Dozen’, 

alluding to Mr Hyams’ penchant for ad- 

ministering a full twelve strokes plus one 

with the chosen implement. z 
As she climbed the stairs to the landing 


she spotted Cheryl, also clad in gym kit. 
following her from the changing room: 

“You getting it too?” she whispered as 
they reached the landing. 

*Yeah...got caught outside the 
grounds. Amanda said you get it bare 
bum, too,” responded Cheryl. 

Bare bum! With the cane! Melinda 
could not countenance the pain threshold 
she would shortly be experiencing. From 


one of the rooms off the landing, she 
heard the sudden, short ‘Whrrpp!” of a 
descending cane, and the sharp impact 
followed by a high-pitched yelp of pain. 
She raised her eyebrow 
ing look at Cheryl. 

“It’s Suzanne, I think. She’ll be cat- 
ching it in there.’ 

As if to confirm Cheryl’s comment, an 
even louder impact sounded through the 


door, and the scream of the suffering 
recipient was cut short by a harsh voice 
— a woman’s voice — ordering her to 
bend down again. 

Mr Hyams appeared as if from 
nowhere and, grabbing Cheryl by the 
shoulder, pushed her in front of him in- 
to another room. A thick leather strap, 
cut into two or three tails at one end, was 
hanging from a thong round his waist. 


Melinda heard him order: ‘Right, vest 
and pants off, and bend over that high 
stool, my girl. This leathering should 
teach you to think again...’ before the 
door slammed shut. 

There was a pause, during which time 
the cane sliced down once again, and 
without warning a loud slap as the strap 
arrived for the first time across Cheryl's 
naked rear-end. No responding yelp, 


another slap, and a high bleat of protest. 

Melinda was so distracted by the alter- 
nate swish of the cane from one room and 
Cheryl’s bottom catching the tawse in 
another that she didn’t hear him come up 
behind. 

“Both rooms in use, eh? Right, into the 
bathroom, then. I haven't got all 
evening.” 

He was, as Melinda expected, carry- 
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ing a long, slender length of malacca 
cane, which he swished menacingly 
through the air as he followed her into 
the large bathroom. 

She turned to face him, back to the 
sink, as he sat on the edge of the bath. 
‘Spanked you this morning, didn't 1?" 

“Yes, sir.’ 


*Caning you this evening. Not a very 
good record is it?’ 

“No, sir.” 

“Slip your braces off, girl.’ He notic- 
ed her enlarged nipples under the taut 
fabric of her vest, and saw her shiver. 
The room was indeed cool. He would 
have to warm it up. 


‘Turn round, and take your knickers 
down,” came the inevitable command. 
Melinda obeyed, and lifted her vest up. 

‘Lift it up, Melinda, and face me.’ 

Once again, she was exposed to his 
salacious gaze, breasts bared, sex 
revealed. 

‘Good. Very good.’ He pointed with 


the cane at her knickers. 

‘Get ‘em down.’ Melinda pushed them 
further down her thighs. 

“Turn around and roll your vest up out 
of the way.’ 

It took Melinda some time to get the 
vest positioned as he wanted it, rolled in- 
to a neat sausage just below her bust. The 
light tan the summer had given her body 
identified clearly the area for chastise- 
ment, the pale creaminess recovered 
from its dawn chastisement. 

‘Feet either side of the pedestal.” The 
cane tapped to indicate how wide she 
should spread her legs. It was a large, 
old-style piece of porcelain. Melinda’s 
legs were well spread, and she bent 
slightly forward to grip the high taps with 
both hands. 

A hand on her shoulder pushed her fur- 
ther forward, and the brush of the slick, 
wicked cane caused her to flinch. Melin- 
da’s buttocks were well-fleshed, an ap- 
pealing target crowning the firm thighs 
— parted now as demanded. 

The cane rose, until by half turning she 
could see it close to the ceiling. Less than 
a second after it disappeared from view, 
she experienced the first of six blazing, 
slicing, excruciating strokes across her 
bare bottom, the injustice and the pain 
combining to force tears into her eyes 
which dropped like a dripping tap into 
the sink below. 
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Jenny stepped out of the bath and 
wrapped the towel around her. It 
was coarse and rough. She dabbed 
her pink skin gently, thankful for the 
privacy that the bathtime had afford- 
ed her. She had quite expected one 
of those dreadful staff members to 
stand beside her, watching her as she 
bathed, his or her steady studious 
eyes staring at her body, particular- 
ly at her bare bottom. But they had 
seen her bottom on so many occa- 
sions over the past days. Like when 
that man had up-ended her and tann- 
ed her with his hand, just because he 
said she had pouted at him; and he 
had virtually ripped her knickers 
down in his haste to bare her curvy 
bottom-cheeks. 

And then that woman had in- 
troduced her to the strap. Such an 
innocent-looking strip of leather, slit 
lengthways at one end. But lying 
face-down across her sofa in the 
woman's private quarters, Jennifer's 
bare rump took the full force of the 
leather, and felt those thin fingers 
flicking painfully into very intimate 
places. Her mother had been there. 


She had actually sat there clutching 
her hand-bag, smiling, as her 
daughter had been tanned. When 
Jennifer had been able to stand, she 
had turned to face her mother. She 
still appeared to be the very grown- 
up young lady that she was in her 
physical appearance. Her figure was 
firm and amply proportiondd, and 
her mother’s eyes fluttered briefly all 
over her bare daughter. But a 
naughty little girl was also standing 
there in front of her mother; and in 
front of those wise, experienced 
tutors who knew how to deal with 
naughty children. 

When she was dry, Jennifer tip- 
toed quietly along the corridor and 
back to the sanctuary of her 


„ bedroom. With the door closed, she 


almost felt safe. Away from those 
people with their canes and straps 
and slippers. But she knew that this 
time, the room would offer no safe 
haven. ‘Get upstairs." The woman 
had ordered. ‘Get bathed and wait 
in your room.” And just as the girl 
had reached the door of their office, 
"And don't bother to get dressed 


after your bath..." 

Jennifer stood in the bedroom and 
twisted her head around, hoping to 
discover the present state of her bot- 
tom. Both her buttocks were gently 
pink in their complexion, as a result 
of the time she had spent in the 
warm scented water of the bath, But 
deeper crimson marks could just be 
seen, the marks of that last caning. 
She ran her hand over one of her 
buttocks, and felt the marks; and 
then she realised just how tenderis- 
ed the bath must have made her bot- 
tom. Hurriedly, she picked up the 
bath-towel and wrapped it around 
her. 

‘Don't bother with your towel, 
young lady.’ The woman 's sibillant 
tones echoed around the room. *Put 
that towel down...now.'.The senior 
tutor remained in the doorway. 
‘Now get on your bed. Kneel up. Put 
your hands on your head.’ By now, 
Jennifer had learnt how to obey 
orders. She almost ran to the bed, 
and climbed on top of it, kneeling as 
upright as she could. And then the 
woman's awful questions began 


again. ‘Why are your nipples so 
erect, Jennifer?’ The question only 
served to send a prickle of embar- 
rassment through the girl's body, 
and she was aware that her breasts 
were feeling very firm, and her nip- 
ples were protruding so much fur- 
ther than usual. ‘Do your boyfriends 
like your breasts like this?’ There was 
a taste of real venom in the voice. 
‘What do your boyfriends do with 
you, Jennifer?’ ‘Are you really old 
enough, Jennifer?’ 

The woman looked her up and 
down archly. ‘Well, you can kneel 
there on your bed and think about 
your misdeeds.’ She smiled. ‘And 
when I come back, I shall probably 
thrash your fat little bottom.’ She 
turned on her heel and left Jennifer 
there to contemplate her fate. 

At last, the woman returned. She 
walked slowly into the room and 
towards the bed. Her eyes remained 
cool and steady, and they studied 
Jennifer, still bare, and still perched 


upon the bedclothes. ‘Do remind me 
how you taunted the other girls, Jen- 
nifer? When you discovered that 
they were seeing boys? What did you 
do to them, Jennifer? 

Slowly and painfully, Jennifer 
answered the questions. She admit- 
ted the mental torture which she had 
given to the girls in her charge: The 
senior tutor moved even nearer, She 
waved the cane in the air, just a few 
inches from the girl's bare flesh. ‘Did 
your father ever cane you, Jennifer?’ 
She shook her head. ‘How did your 
father deal with your bottom?’ The 
girl lowered her head. ‘He smacked 
my bottom and sometimes...he used 
his...his slipper 
“But you have not felt a slipper or 
a hand acr our bare bottom 
recently, have you?’ Jennifer shook 
her head. ‘Not until your visit here?’ 
The girl shook her head again. ‘So 
we have much to correct, haven't 
we?’ The girl's eyes were fixed upon 
the thin whippy cane which hovered 


in the air above her. Her flesh felt so 
soft and vulnerable, as if the bath had 
made her body that much more sen- 
sitive. But suddenly the woman 
dropped the cane and sat down on 
the edge of the bed. ‘Across my 
knee, young lady.’ She reached for- 
ward and wrapped her arm around 
Jennifer's body, hauling her face- 
down across her lap. ‘Further for- 
ward, my dear, so that I can smack 
every inch of your big bottom.’ Her 
cold hand grasped the girl and lifted 
her forward over her lap until her 
bottom was prominently exposed 
and bent so vulnerably, ready for 
punishment. ‘I feel a good hand- 
smacking is so much more intimate, 
don't you?’ The question was ac- 
companied by a firm smack which 
caught Jennifer off guard. She gasped 
and jerked herself forward, but the 
woman's firm hold simply held her 
tightly in position. ‘I am going to 
smack your bottom until you can't 
sit down, young lady.’ It was a pro- 
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mise made with quiet, confident in- 
tent; and to endorse her words, the 
woman brought her hard palm down 
in a cracking impact across the girl's 
other buttock. The girl received the 
smack with a loud ‘Oooh.’ The next 
smack brought forth a more urgent 
gasp, and within w further 
seconds, the girl was yelling, 
pleading with the woman not to 
smack her any more. 

But the smacks continued. Time 
and again, the mature, strong 
woman raised her hand and smack- 
ed the wobbling pinkening buttocks 
of the young upstart. Quite involun- 
tarily, Jennifer began to Ki out 
against the cool air as the smacks ar- 


rived. ‘Good,’ whispered the 
mistress. ‘So your bottom is beginn- 
ing to hurt. I do so like to see a 
y girl begin to kick. It in- 
that the smacking is at last 
getting through to her.’ Jennifer 
hardly heard the woman's words. 
Her eyes were closed, her legs were 
waving about, threshing the air quite 
wildly, and she was concentrating 
only on how to cope with the burn- 
ing rash of pain which was radiating 
across her bottom cheeks. ‘Did you 
kick about like this when your father 
disciplined you?’ The woman was 
watching as the girl's bottom and 
thighs began to buck, up and down, 
in the rhythm of the spanking. ‘My 


word. You are a naughty young 
lady.’ It was only too obvious from 
the secrets the girl was unwillingly 
revealing, that Jennifer w no 
longer a little girl. Physically at least, 
she was a big grown-up girl. But 
even big girls need their bottoms 
smacked, ‘Some of my colleagues 
feel that a hand-smacking...' She 
paused in her new dissertation to 
apply yet another meaty slap across 
the girl's cheeks that a hand- 
not effective on girls 
above the age of...eighteen.' Jen- 
nifer's age was accompanied by 
another smac *Personal- 
ly...SMACK...I find a good firm 
hand-smacking...SMACK...very ef- 
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when 
some 
SMACK 


applied....SMACK.... 
mother’s bare delinquent. 
daughter...’ 

Eventually, Jennifer became aware 
that the spanking had ceased. She lay 
still for a while, hardly daring to 
hope that it was now over. And as 
she turned, intending to lift herself 
away from the woman's lap, she felt 
the firm boney hand again. ‘Stay still, 
young lady, and contemplate your 
behaviour, whilst I contemplate 
your bottom.’ Jennifer's strength and 
will collapsed. She fell back down 
draped unceremoniously across the 
mistress’s tweed skirts, hardly caring 
now that she was naked, and her 
bottom was stinging, and that she 
was still so close to this dreadful 
woman. 

Some minutes later, the woman 
had patted the reddened bottom, 
ching the punished cheeks 
twitch and wobble in response to 
her touch. ‘Get up. Stay on the bed.’ 
The woman waited as the girl 
struggled to kneel up, and then she 
stood up, turning immediately to 
watch Jennifer. ‘Stay on your knees, 
but bend forward. Rest on your 
so that you bottom is rais- 
he waited, and insisted on ad- 
justing the girl’s position until her 
body was quite tautly bent, her pret- 
ty head resting low against her arms, 
her bottom pushed out a pro- 
vocative and totally lewd manner 
“And now the caning, Jennifer. All 
over your bare bottom. 

Yet again, the evil cane was 
brought into action. How it whistl- 
ed and sizzled through the air as it 
raced down to kiss the girl's crimson 
cheeks. And how the girl ng in her 
response as she felt the cane's 
“We have so much to put right, Jen- 
nifer.’ The cane arrived again. ‘So 
much to correct.’ A third stroke fell, 
and whipped its way across both 
cheeks. ‘It will take so long to put 
things right...’ 


